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Correspondence 

I am glad you and Walt Whitman are friends. You 
ought to have known each other long ago. 

John Reed. 
lines to w. B. 

What do we write of but the petty treasuries of little 
men? 

Boxes of buttons for shirt-fronts and links for the sleeves, 
Cigarette-puffs of sentiment, cigarette-cases of silver, 
Gardens and streams that abound on the tables of 

restaurants 
And mountains that amass in pigeon-holes! 

Or we lie supine in a hammock 
Humming fastidious news of the future, 
Doubts of the present and hopes of antiquity, 
Changes of passion as real as the rote of an actor, 
Professions of fellowship wooden and stale as a pulpit. 

We are evaders and strummers. 
Our words are the popping of corks 
And our lives go to settle the payment; 
But there's something we call Greek, which we take like 
cloves for the breath. 

And whom shall we call on, pray, to heed and to 
hurry our message, 
But opera-chairs, limousines, and their occupants, 
Women who earnestly nod over nonsense, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Heavy academies canting 

And coteries wearing soft collars, 

The elite and the slums of illusion ! 

Show me a forehead shining with a star, 
And let me hear a voice whose breath 
Has not been tempered by electric-fans, 
Nor manufactured in a squeaking doll, 
But driven by the inner whirr of forces elemental and 

alive and true, 
And I will show you such an audience 
Of common sense 
As grows in these new times 
To alter taste with honesty 
And be the human dwelling of a poet. 

Witter Bynner. 



ON FIRST OPENING THE LYRIC YEAR 

It is a certain satisfaction to overlook a cemetery, 
All the little two-yard-long mounds that vary 
So negligibly after all. I mean it brings on a mood 
Of clear proportions. I remember once how I stood 
Thinking, one summer's day, how good it must be to spend 
Some thousand years there from beginning to the end, 
There on the cool hillside. But with that feeling grew 
the dread 
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